BARBARIAN STORIES

the gates a#d gate towers; the guards sometimes
defended themselves and sometimes took the story
about Bracislav as an excuse not to. But almost every-
where it was easy. Then there were the posts along
the river, which were harder, because they were
commanded by one of the druzina who had been left,
an oldish, stubborn man who had always spoken ill of
the Varangs; half the soldiers were his own serfs.
Here there was real fighting, with some killed on both
sides, and much anger. Sveneld took the old man
prisoner, and when he would not acknowledge him
as Konung or the Varangs for masters of the Russians,
he cut the blood eagle out of him, and he died. Then
there was the castle, and Sveneld ran there with the
smell of blood in his mouth, leaping and shouting.

The Varangs' tower and his own tower were safe,
and they took the north tower where the grain and
hides were. By now it was near sunset. But the castle
guards, who were the loyalest and best of his men that
Bracislav had left, and who did not believe any of the
stories, massed round the door of the women's tower
and kept the Varangs off. Sveneld was angry again;
he had hoped for some treachery here at least. But
the Greek Princess and a dozen of her maids ran out
on to the wooden balcony above their heads and began
screaming and spitting at them and cheering on their
own men. Sveneld tingled all over when he saw her
up there. 'Get ready!' he said, 'get ready for me! I'll
not be long!' 'Dirty tow-head!' she screamed, 'fat pig
of a heathen! My brave guards will take you prisoner
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